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She said when she was here as a little child the old convent was still standing. She remembered the deep mas-.sive Saxon (?) archway at the entrance and the large dark hall into which it led.
" 4 Were there any stories about the place ?' I asked.
" ' Nothing but about the fish; of course you know that ??
"'No, I don't; do tell me.'
" 4 Well, I don't say that it's true, but certainly it is very generally believed that the whole of the great fishponds were once entirely filled with gold and silver fish, and the night my grandfather died all the fish died too. And then perhaps you do not know about the horse. My grandfather had a very beautiful horse, which he was very fond of, and though it was so old and infirm that it could .scarcely drag its legs along, he would not have it made an end of, and it still remained in the field. But the night my grandfather died, a man saw the horse suddenly spring up and race at full gallop over the field, and at the moment my grandfather died the horse fell down and died too.'
" Just now we have a full moon, and the reflections in the pond are so clear that you can see the fish dance in the moonbeams. The mother says, clt is difficult to realise that this same moon, ever serene and peaceful, is looking down upon all the troubles and quarrels of the earth.' "
"Sept. 29. We came in the morning to Eastbourne, which is much altered and enlarged, only a few of the old familiar features left as landmarks — Sergeant Bruce's house, No. 13 — O how I suffered there! — Miss Holland's, outside which I used to wait in my agonies of grief and rage — the beach where as a little child I played at building houses."
" Oct. 4. In spite of threatening clouds, we drove to Wilmington, whence I walked with Mr. Cooper to Alfris-ton, a most wild out-of-the-way place, just suited for the
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